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Introduction to the Other Terror Twins 


Author's Notes: 
Product of my imagination. This chapter is a bit slow, but I\'m planning on making it longer and a bit more 


interesting in the next one. Reviews would really help, I\'m still kind of new at this! 


A light rain was running down the windows of the Boeing 137 plane window that Janie Cooper was sitting on, the 
window a few mere inches away from her face. Her eyes gazed out and looked down on the dark green land 
they were flying over. Ireland. If this had been any other normal visitor's travel they most likely would be 
looking down in awe and amazement that they were actually flying right over the Green Isle. Not Janie, though. 
After a flight from the US to England, from there to Germany to France to Spain and, finally, to their final 
destination, Ireland, the magic of flying over a distant land had lost its magic. "Having five flights in twelve days 
would make anyone sick of traveling," she thought to herself. 

"We'll now be making our descent and landing at Dublin Airport soon. Please buckle your seatbelts, put your 
trays up, and prepare for landing," announced a voice from the speakers above everyone's heads. The blinking 
light with the symbol for buckling in seatbelts flashed above Janie's head and she did what it told her. A soft 
groan came from beside her and the person sleeping next to her adjusted herself in her sleep. 


"Cor, wake up," Janie said softly, giving her twin sister Corinne a shake. 


"Mmm..no.." she sleepily whined. Without opening her eyes she sat up in her seat and asked, "Are we there 
yet?" 

Janie turned her head to the window and replied, "Soon" 

"Finally," Corinne murmured with relief. "I'll be glad to never be on a plane again until next year. Your ‘lets take 
a |2 day tour around Europe! idea sucked." 


"Actually it was your idea" Corinne shrugged and replied, "Whatever. I'm just ready to get to our apartment.” 


As Janie looked out the window and saw the landing strip coming closer and closer into view she felt her brain 
heave a gigantic sigh. It was things like that which made her wonder how she was possibly twins with Cori. In 
the back of her mind, though, she knew they weren't always so different. After the incident three years 
earlier, though, Cori had done a complete 360. Ever since, Janie had felt like she had become the mother to 
Corinne's rowdy and stubborn teen. She often wondered where her twin went and why this "person" was left in 
her place. "Hurricane is more like it," Janie thought. "Hurricane Cori, tearing through everyone's lives and 
changing them. For better or for worse, | don't know.." 

The plane touched onto the ground and Cori finally opened her eyes. Her blue eyes twinkled merrily, like they 
knew some secret joke. 

"You know," she said, facing her head to Janie as the plane finally came to a stop and all the passengers began 
standing up to get their overhead luggage, "I just have this feeling that this is going to be good for both of us. 
Ill have a fresh start, you'll have school, we'll have a killer new apartment.or is it flat?" she mused to 
herself, rambling on about how "silly things are, like ‘loo’. Loo? Lou who? Hahaha." and more random things. 
Something tugged at Janie's heart as her sister finished grabbing her stuff and walked away. 

"Maybe she'll be right, maybe this all will turn out alright. For her sake and for mine, | pray to God so." 


~ Ke 


Three days had passed since they moved in to their new apartment in Dublin and already Corinne found herself 
bored. The Irish slang she was slowly accumulating stopped being quite as funny the day before. There was no 
more family left to call and inform them they had made it safe and sound to their final destination. Plain and 
simple, there was just nothing to do. 

"When in doubt," Cori spoke aloud to herself from her seat at the small kitchen table, "drink" She poured some 
whiskey into a glass. "Cheers," she sarcastically exclaimed, then threw her head back and chugged the drink. 
Janie walked into the kitchen, took one look at her sister and immediately frowned. 

"| cannot believe you. It's only 10:30 in the morning and you are drinking whiskey?! Forget letting you come to 
Europe with me, | should have dropped you straight off at rehab or the hospital." 

Corinne words practically came out as a snarl as she slammed her empty glass down on the table. "There is 
nothing wrong with me. I'm just bored out of my mind. Not everyone is like you, Miss Super Achiever, ‘I play 
college volleyball and just won a prestigious fashion design award and scholarship. Blah-de-blah-blah." 

Janie snorted. "Oh, very mature, Corinne. Let's see, you are twenty-one, act like you're 13, have no job, don't 
attend college, have had so many boyfriends we couldn't even count them all on both our sets of fingers and 
toes combined" Corinne raised her eyebrows to that one and nodded her head, sticking out her lower lip, like 
she was proudly reminiscing. "I mean, look at youl You are a complete mess. People can't even believe were 
related, let alone twins. I'm embarrassed to be seen with you, you are so immature." Janie angrily snatched the 


bottle and moved to the sink, continuing, "So, in conclusion, if you are bored, find something to do besides, say, 


drinking, smoking, being a tart, or anything else you do that | really do not even want to know about" As she 
spoke she emptied the bottle. Corinne watched her the entire time she spoke, never flinching, just keeping a 
steady gaze on Janie's eyes. 

"Wow." she eventually said, softly. The look in her eyes was so sweet that Janie couldn't help but be proud 
that she had finally maybe gotten some sense into Cori. A quick as she finished thinking that, though, Cori's 
eyes playfully narrowed and a smirk was playing at her lips. "lm impressed, Jane. Are you really sure you 
should be going into fashion design? | mean, wow, that speech there. honestly believe the UN would pick you 
up right here and now if they had just heard that. ‘And this one is for all you children in Africa, God bless 
your poor, little hearts." Corinne stood up from where she was sitting and started walking around and 
pretending to be crying tears of happiness and waving to all the tiny, malnourished children. As she reached 
the door she turned around and gave her sister a pleasant smile. 

"l'm going out to find something to do. Later, sis." 

Janie watched helplessly as Corinne went out the door and through the back door, going through their 
backyard and their new neighbors backyards in search of something to occupy her interest. 

"Ooh, she is so impossible!" she hissed. "Well, if she gets kidnapped and ends up working in some opium den or 
brothel, you just wait to see what I'll do. Nothing. That's right, nothing! | could care less what hap-" She 
stopped pacing and stopped talking. Looking through the sitting room window was a man, smirking at her angry 
rant which he had been watching. Her face couldn't decide whether to drain of all blood or turn beet red. And 
that was when she looked a little closer at him. He looked vaguely familiar, like she might have seen him on TV 
before. The hair made her think maybe he was in one of those bands that Cori listened to. Suddenly a picture 
popped into her head. A picture of a band she had saw flipping through a magazine a few months earlier. He 
looked like he was in that band.. 

"Is that.who | think it is?" she thought to herself as she opened the front door to him. "No, it can't be-" 


"Hello," he said with a smirky smile, "lm Joe.. Joe Elliott” 


